her with wonder. Her face was beaming with a firm conviction
of winning, an unhesitating expectation that in another minute
they would shout zero. The ball jumped into the cage.
"Zero!" cried the croupier.
"What!! !" Granny turned to me with intense triumph.
I was a gambler myself, I felt that at the moment my arms
and legs were trembling, there was a throbbing in my head.
Of course, this was a rare chance that zero should have come up
three times in some dozen turns; but there was nothing par-
ticularly wonderful about it. I had myself seen zero turn up
three times running two days before, and a gambler who had
been zealously noting down the lucky numbers, observed aloud
that, only the day before, zero had turned up only once in
twenty-four hours.
Granny's winnings were counted out to her with particular
attention and deference as she had won such a large sum. She
received four hundred and twenty friedrichs d'or, that is, four
thousand florins and seventy friedrichs d'or. She was given
twenty friedrichs d'or in gold, and four thousand florins in
banknotes.
This time Granny did not call Potapitch; she had other pre-
occupations. She did not even babble or quiver outwardly!
She was, if one may so express it, quivering inwardly. She was
entirely concentrated on something, absorbed in one aim.
"Alexey Ivanovitch, he said that one could only stake four
thousand florins at once, didn't he? Come, take it, stake the
whole four thousand on the red," Granny commanded.
It was useless to protest; the wheel began rotating.
"Rouge," the croupier proclaimed.
Again she had won four thousand florins, making eight in all.
"Give me four, and stake four again on red," Granny
commanded.
Again I staked four thousand.
"Rouge/' the croupier pronounced again.
"Twelve thousand altogether! Give it me all here. Pour the
gold here into the purse and put away the notes. That's enough!
Home I Wheel my chair out."